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of a single inn and a chemist's shop kept by a man called Voyod,
with whom the Cure did not wish Ids charge to have anything to do.
In fact, the only order he had issued was that he should keep clear of
the place. The abbe Calou had also spoken about the books in his
study. In Jean's life books occupied a place which no one who had
had to do with him suspected. On his father's side he belonged to a
family which would have viewed a taste for reading in a young boy
as a disquieting symptom. His guardian and his mother were con-
vinced that he was interested only in scabrous and obscene publica-
tions, and, to tell the truth, their suspicions were not wholly without
foundation.

Jean could not resist his desires. The knowledge that the house
was full of books, even if they were only books for a priest's reading,
that there was a library of which he had been given the free run,
exercised over his mind a power no less than many worse tempta-
tions. But he stood out against it. He did not want Monsieur Calou
to think that he could be won over so easily. He was cautious about
putting his head into so obvious a trap. Nevertheless, he went up-
stairs to the first floor, taking care not to make the stairs creak.

There was a strong smell of pipe tobacco. Jean hesitated to
approach the door. His pride held him back* He felt quite sure that
the Cure had been listening, had caught the sound of his padding
footsteps, and was waiting with as keen a sense of expectation as any
fisherman watching the trout circling a waiting snare.

Monsieur Calou could contain himself no longer, but opened the
door.

"Anything you want, you young scamp?"

Jean shook his head,

"A book, perhaps?"

The boy entered the thick haze of smoke. He had never seen so
many books. They were ranged in rows from floor to ceiling: they
lay scattered over chairs and on the mantelpiece. There were books
everywhere, bound in paper covers. There was a set of steps
mounted on wheels for reaching die upper shelves, and a desk at
which a man could read and write standing. Never had he seen so
many marvels! The books must be pretty boring, of course; still.